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Author's Notes: 

While going through my massive collection of random text files | found a WIP for the second chapter of ‘Here 
and Now'. | decided to re-work that scrapped draft. 

| challenged myself to keep this under 1,000 words, and according to OpenOffice l'm at 993. | can't believe | 


managed it! 

I've written ‘omorashi' stuff in the past, but I've never posted it anywhere. | decided to test the waters [lmao] 
with one of my favorite pairings. This was 50% for me, 50% for JaeNunyah. He's the main reason my works 
are ever posted here, so you have him to thank~. Please give him some love for me. 


Love you, Jae. 


Title comes from a Heart song, since that's what | was listening to while finishing this up. As usual I'm bad at 
titles. Oh well, hopefully my naming method gives my readers a chance to check out some new music~. 


New Year's was the perfect excuse to go out and celebrate. Not that John and Pete actually needed a reason. 


While they could've stayed in and hosted an event of their own, it was much more fun to go out. No after- 


party cleanup, no guests to shoo away so they could celebrate in private. 


John had practically dragged Pete upstairs to his room once they had gotten home. They hadn't even bothered 
with the bedside lamp, too wrapped up in the moment with a desperate need to feel the others warm, soft 
skin It was a struggle to undress each other in the dark, but the end goal was so much more satisfying than 
going about it the usual way. Pete mentally cursed John for wearing so many god damned layers. His own 
clothing had been stripped off quite easily, but while John was getting his boxers down, Pete was still fiddling 
with the last two buttons of his bassist's shirt. 


Once they had finally been stripped, John was all over Pete in a flash. His hand delved between their bodies and 
took hold of the erection that was so desperately crying for attention 


While that attention was very much appreciated and needed, Pete felt an uncomfortable fullness that he had 


not previously noticed. The line between pleasure and pain was hair-thin and would quickly become blurred. 


No matter how hard he tried, Pete couldn't bite back soft groans that were not only rising in volume and 
frequency, but also becoming tainted with a painful whimper. He prayed John would chalk it up to his arousal, 


which was much firmer than usual. 


Pete was torn between arching up into that wonderful, talented, delicious hand, or squirming away and making 
his other, equally important need known. He needed to come, but he also needed to piss so very fucking 
desperately. Surely John wouldn't mind stopping long enough for him to relieve himself.. right? The concept of 


the handsome bassist shaming him for needing to go was oh so arousing and only made it worse. 


As much as he wanted to continue enjoying the sensation of his other half stroking his cock, he was quickly 
losing control. Pete thanked his lucky stars that he, much like John, produced a lot of precome. If lady luck was 
on his side, John wouldn't notice the small trickle of urine that had managed to escape. So much for not being 


able to piss with an erection.. Unless he said something now, Pete knew he wouldn't leave the bed dry. 


"John," his fingers curled tighter into the darkened strands he had been gripping, as if holding on for dear life. 


"|--l'm gonna--" 


John did the absolute worst thing he possibly could have right at that moment. His efforts had doubled, each 
stroke serving only to agitate Pete's painfully overfilled bladder. "Shh," he whispered reassuringly, warm breath 
falling upon his other halfs ear, beard tickling his neck. "H's okay, | want you to come." It seemed as if he 
worried that wasn't reassuring enough, as it was followed up with an equally soft, seductive purr. "Just let it 


happen, finish for me." 


Pete buried his face into John's neck, hissing softly with an agonizing mixture of pain and pleasure. It was with 
the first orgasmic pulse that he lost it, bladder spasming. Blinding white-hot pleasure and pain mixed into one 
overwhelming sensation, leaving the guitarist a panting, shuddering mess. To his shock John had continued to 


stroke him, despite the unexpected and uninvited ‘shower’ he had been gifted with. 


"I'm sorry," Pete whimpered, hot shame washing over him. "I'm so sorry, | should have told you, but.. | just.. | 


didn't want to stop and potentially ruin the mood.. especially since you were so into it and--" 


‘Its okay," John shushed him. "It's not the worst thing that's happened in my bed, | can assure you." His 
stroking had become lazy, slow, milking out the last drops his guitarist had to offer. 


"You're just saying that," Pete hid his face in his hands, despite knowing John could barely see him. "You're just 
saying it to make me feel better." 


"Would | really lie to you? Have | ever lied to you?" John tried to mask the hurt within his voice, but Pete 
picked up on it. He didn't even think, automatically responding with a quiet ‘no! 


"Exactly. Now let's get this all cleaned up." John wiped his hand upon the sheets and used the clean one to 
switch the bedside lamp on. Delicately he took hold of his other half's wrist and pulled his hand away. "It's okay, 
really. A shower would probably do us some good, anyway." He hesitated a moment. ".are you done? If not, you 


can finish here. It's okay, really.” 


The care and concern within that one, simple question made Pete want to cry. What the fuck did he ever do to 
deserve someone so sweet and willing to put up with him. "Yeah, l.. | couldn't have stopped even if you told me 
to." Pete noticed a slick, warm hardness up against his thigh and realized he had forgotten all about John. "I'm 


so sorry.. | didn't mean to ignore you--" 


"Don't be sorry," John shushed him. "It's okay, really. If you're so concerned about returning the favour you 
can take care of me in the shower." He leaned in to kiss his other half and nuzzle his hair. "But for now, let's 


get the sheets in the wash, yeah?" 


That response satisfied him, and Pete perked up. "I'd love to." He reached down to give his bassist's cock a slow, 
teasing stroke. "As long as you let me suck you off. It's been way too long since you last allowed me to have 


that privilege." 


John's breath hitched and he arched up against the teasing fingers. ".let's forget the bed. Turn the shower on 


and get the water warmed up." 


